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Dr. D-—--ys Fable 


OE THE 
PHEASANT and the Lark. 


The Reader is deſired to compare the Doctor's 
FAB T E with the following Anſwer, 


N antient Times the Wile were able, 
In proper Terms to write a Fable: 

5 Their Tales wou'd always juſtly ſuir 

ba 2 The Characters of ey'ry Brute: 

The Aſs was dull, the Lyon brave, 

The Stagg was ſwift, the Fox a Knave: 
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The Daw a Thief, the Ape a Drole, 


The Hound wou'd ſcent, the Wolf wou'd prole : 


A Pigeon wou'd, if ſhown by Hop, 
Fly from the Hawk, or pick his Peaſe up. 
Far otherwiſe a great Divine, 

Has learnt his Fables to refine; 

He jumbles Men and Birds together, 

As if they all were of a Feather: 
You ſee him firſt the Peacock bring, 
Againſt all Rules to be a King; 

That in his Tail he wore his Eyes, 
By which he grew both rich and wile. 
Now pray obſerve the Doctor's Choice, 
A Peacock choſe for Flight and Voice: 
Did ever mortal ſee a Peacock 
Attempt a Flight above a Haycock 2 


And for his ſinging, Doctor, you know, 


Himſelf complain'd of it to Funs, 

He equals in ſuch a helliſh Noiſe 

Ir frightens all the Village Boys. 
This Peacock kept a ſtanding Force, 

In Regiments of Foot and Horſe; 
Had Stateſmer too of ev'ry Kind, 
Who waited on his Eyes behind. 

(And chis was thought the higheſt Poſt; 


For, rule the Rump, you rule the Roaſt.) 
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The Doctor names but one at preſent, 


And he of all Birds was a Pheaſant. 
This Pheaſant was a Man of Wit, 
Cou'd read all Books were ever writ 
And when among Companions privy, 
Cou'd quote you Cicero and Livy, 

Birds, as he ſays, and I allow, 

Were Scholars then, as we are now; 
Could read all Volumes up to Folio's, 
And feed on Fricaſſees and Olio s. 
This Pheaſant by the Peacock's Will, 
Was Viceroy of a neighbouring Hill: 
And as he wandred in his Park, 

He chanc't to ſpy a Clergy Lark; 

Was taken with his Perſon outward, 
So prettily he pickt a Cow-t—d : 

Then in a Net the Pheaſant caught him, 
And in his Palace fed and taught him. 
The Moral of. the Tale is pleaſant, 
Himſelf the Lark, my Lord the Pheaſant: 
A Lark he 1s, and ſuch a Lark 

As never came from Noah's Ark 

And though he had no other Notion, 
But Building, Planning, and Devotion; 


Tho' tis a Maxim you muſt know, 


Who does no Ill, can have no Foe, 
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Yet how ſhall I expreſs in Words, 


The ſtrange Srupidity of Birds. 

This Lark was hated in the Woad, 
Becauſe he did his Brethren good. 

At laſt the Nightingal comes in, 

To hold the Doctor by the Chin: 

We all can find out whom he means, 
The Worſt of diſaffected Deans: 
Whoſe Wit at beſt was next to none, 
And now that little next is gone. 
Againſt the Court is always blabbing, 
And calls the Senate-Houſe a Cabbin; 
So dull, that but for Spleen and Spite, 
We ne'er ſhou'd know that he could write: 
Who. thinks the Nation always err'd, 
Becauſe himſelf is not preferr'd ; 

His Heart is through his Libel ſeen, 

Nor cou'd his Malice ſpare the Qu—n; 
Who, had ſhe known his vile Behaviour, 


Would ne'er have ſhown him ſo much Favour: 


A noble LORD hath told his Pranks, 
And well deſerves the Nation's Thanks 
O, wou'd the Senate dejgn to ſhow 
Reſentment on this publick Foe; 

Our Nightingal might fir a Cage, 
There let him ſtarve, and vent his Rage. 
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Or wou'd they but in Fetters bind, 

This Enemy of human Kind. 

Harmonious Coffee ſhow thy Zeal, 

Thou Champion for the Common-weal : 
Nor on a Theme like this repine, 

gor once to wet thy Pen Divine. 

Beſtow that Libeller a Laſh, 

Who daily vends ſeditious Traſh: 

Who dares revile the Nation's Wiſdom, 
But in the Praiſe of Virtue is dumb: 
That Scribbler laſh, who neither knows, 
The Turn of Verſe, nor Stile of Proſe ; 
Whoſe Malice, for the Worſt of Ends, 
Wou'd have us loſe our ENGLISH Friends. 
Who never had one publick Thought, 
Nor ever gave the Poor a Groat, 

One Clincher more, and I have done, 

1 end my Labours with a Pun. 

Fove ſend, this Nightingal may fall, 
Who ſpends his Day and Night in gal. 

So Nightingal and Lark adieu. 
[ ſee the greateſt Owls in you, : 
That ever ſcreecht or ever flew. 
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